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was trying to steal a march on us. My messenger sped on night and day, and the Commandant pushed on with his work no less expedi-tiously. Two more lions were soon dug out of the walls. The extraction of two of my eye-teeth could not have given me so great a pang. When the Commandant had removed four lions, he paid a formal visit to my diggings, accompanied by all the principal Turks in Budrum.
" You have found nothing but little fragments I see," he said, with an air of triumph. At that time we were digging up small fragments of lions7 tails, with an occasional leg or hind-quarter, but no heads. I endured his civil impertinence for about a quarter of an hour, till at last my inward chafing found vent in a strong expression or two in English, addressed to Captain Towsey. The Turks did not understand what I had said ; but guessed from the expression of my countenance what was passing in my mind, and withdrew with many ironical compliments. That same day, the lions, having been duly swathed in raw sheepskins, were placed on board a caique to be sent over to Cos, where they were to be transhipped by steamer to Constantinople. I had a photograph made of two of them, and took a last fond look at these gracious remains of the school of Scopas. The caique, as the Commandant informed me, was to sail that night, and I went to bed sick at heart. It was the end of a great hope.
At 4 A.M. the next morning I was suddenly roused from my sleep by the voice of a midshipman from the Gorgon. "The Swallow is come in from Constantinople, and the officer of the watch thinks that the firman is on board." I had had so many disappointments about the firman, that I received this news with sceptical indifference, and doggedly fell asleep again. At 6 A.M. another messenger from the Gorgon woke me up. "The captain wants to see you immediately." I hurried on board, and found Towsey pacing the quarter-deck impatiently, his gig alongside, ready manned.
"Why have you been so long?" he said ; "the firman is come."
" Of what use is the firman now ? " I answered, very sulkily \ " the lions are gone."
" The caique is still in the harbour," he said, " waiting for a fair wind to come out, and we are yet in time."
I jumped into the boat without a word more : a few vigorous strokes brought us into the harbour. The captain of the caique was drawing in his little mooring lines in a lazy, sleepy sort of way. On the pier-head stood the doctor of the Quarantine, an Italian, who took great interest in our diggings.
" Don't let that caique go," I cried out;, " I have a firman for the lions."
" It is all right," he replied ; "I have his papers still, and he cannot leave without my signature,"
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